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Summary: When the author is bored, she writes this one-shot that was 
suppose to be happy and was supposed to have a USUK/UKUS pairing but 
that is not how it turns out. It turns out to be sad and it turns out 
to have a ERUK pairing. Rated T for England's mouth. 


I ' m Your Hero ! 

"It all started like thisaCl 

'_Hark! America hath a brain! - these were the five _sarcastic 
_words which started it all. And I was already starting to regret 
them, just 10 minutes later. It really shouldn't have been much of a 
compliment, right? America knows how to discern people's tones. I 
taught him how to do so!" 

"I interject. If _you _were the one teaching him, I doubt he actually 
learned anything. Eor how does one learn from an uneducated fool? But 
if he had learned from _moi..."_ 

"Shut up, you bloody frog! _Ahem, _as I was sayingaC 1 

I just didn't get it. Why did America's face light up so brightly? 
Then of course, he just _had_ to start _strutting _around, 
proclaiming himself the hero. Then guess what that bloody git said 
next ! ? " 

"_Chuckle, chuckle. _No idea, _mon cher,_" 

"Oh shut your Erench talk! Anyways, America said, 'See, see? _Iggy 
_agrees with me! I'm the hero! ' But I didn't! I _didn't _agree he was 
the hero! I thought that-" 

"_I'm _your hero," 

"Exactly!- Wait what!? You are most definitely _not _my hero! You 



make me sound like a _girl!_" 

"Oh but Angleterre ! You're so much like one that I just can not 
resist sweeping you off your feet!" 

"Like you could in _this _condition! While you may call yourself my 
"hero", as of right now, _I'm _the one "rescuing" you from your 
boredom and _I'm _the one who is taking care of you while you're 
sick ! " 

"True, true. Well I appreciate you spilling all your thoughts and 
concerns out to me but don't you think it is time you headed home? 
It's at least 10 aftera€ 1 Unless, you were _trying _to stay longer 
with _moi. _And really, I wouldn't have blamed you. After 
all-" 

"Shut up, you bloody frog! I-" 

"You know, I just noticed you use that sentence a lot, " 

"I wouldn't use it so much if you weren't such a pain in the 
arse ! " 

"Oh! You wound me, _mon amour !_" 

"I am not your love!" 

"Are you sure?" 

. . .Go to hell ! "**_ 

"Tsk, tsk, tsk. You really shouldn't say things like that. No wonder 
Amerique has turned out the way he has, " 

"Hey! I brought Alfred up perfectly!" 

"Oh sure! Mind telling me, why then, Amerique had his little 
rebellion? " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Immediately , France mentally shot himself for saying that. He 
watched guiltily as the "gentlemanly" Englishman, sitting on his 
queen sized bed, flushed in embarrassment. The man looked away 
quickly but nonetheless, France caught his haunted, green eyes. 
Timidly, France placed his hand on England's shoulder. "ArthuraO 1 I'm 
sorry, I shouldn't have brought that up. Please, forgive me," France 
pleaded softly. <p> 

Abruptly, the short British nation swatted France's hand away and 
scooted away from France. He glared at the Frenchman with hatred that 
France, unfortunately, was very much use to. "You- you bastard!" 
England yelled. Tears were rolling down his cheeks and he tried to 
look away, but he found that France's hand stopped him. It had been 
shaped to receive England's face. This angered Britain's 
personification more and he jerked his head away. 

"Don't touch me, frog! I don't even know why I came!" England spat. 
France watched with dismay as his beautiful English love, who he 
yearned for so badly yet he could not have, run out of his house. He 



winced as both his bedroom and door to the outside were slammed in 
anger. But France did not stop England, for he felt that the blond 
Englishman would never forgive him. 

He just watched sadly as the man he loved the most left. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>His thick, thick, thick eyebrows shot up. His heartbeat rapidly 
increased. England whipped his face to the side as memories upon 
memories that he had bundled and forgotten resurfaced. "<em>Let me 
go, <em>Britain! _I want to be free!" "Please, Arthur, I need to 
fly!" "Enough! I refuse to subjugate to you anymore! I've tried to be 
peaceful but that time has gone! I will fight for my 
freedom ! "_ 

England flinched - not that the frog noticed - and tried to ignore 
Erance ' s actions. He suddenly felt a piece of him that had been 
dormant since his pirate days reawaken. England shoved Erance awaya€ 1 
"_No, no, no, no! I-" _He spat at the Erench nation. "_Wait ! I-" 
_England scrambled off the bed. "_But I-" _He sprinted out of 
Erance ' s house - which was more modest than England had expected of 
the Erench 's new home. He hopped into the car, slammed the door, and 
zoomed as quickly as he could - not minding speed limits - to his 
home in England. 

"_No ! I wanted to talk to him! Wait, if Erance truly loves me, he'll 
come for me, right?"_ 

England waited. And waited. And waited. But he did not see or hear 
and signs of Erance. The British nation broke down in front of his 
doorsteps. And again, he was disappointed. Why did he expect anything 
different? They always failed him and it seemed as if Erance was no 
exception. But it still hurt. It still stung. It still made him shake 
with tears. Because no matter how many times he had been betrayed by 
him. . . 

He loved Erance. Very much. 


End 
f lie . 



